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Chapter One 


Disembarking from the plane, Darnell Wright stood quietly 
for several minutes merely drinking in the enticing 
atmosphere. He hadn’t been through Miami in almost ten 
years and Jesus Christ everything had changed. As he 
headed for baggage claim he drank in the eclectic mix of 
people and smiled. There was no doubt he was ready for a 
little R & R. In truth, it was long overdue. Stationed in 
Afghanistan for almost a year, he was ready for sun, fun and 
sin, and not necessarily in that order. Sadly, the ten days 
were going to go fast and he was ready to make the most of 
them. While he longed to see his family, time away from 
everything with nothing to do but cruise the strip in Key 
West was first on the agenda. 

Grabbing his bag, he scanned the airport and found what 
he was looking for, the rental car section. As he strolled 
toward the Hertz counter he couldn’t help but finger his 
sunglasses, nestled in his shirt pocket. He had to laugh as 
he gazed down at his attire. The tangerine colored Hawaiian 
print shirt and khaki shorts was a far cry from his usual 
attire, Marine drab. But hell, he loved being a Marine and 
serving his country. One more tour of six months and he was 
officially out. And then he’d figure out what he was doing for 
the rest of his life. 

“Can | help you, sir?” The lovely blonde behind the 
counter gave him more than a once over. 

“I have a car reserved for Darnell Wright.” Too bad he 
wasn’t into blondes - at least women that is. 

“We have you right here.” Batting her eyelashes furiously, 
she leaned over the counter and smiled as she pushed the 
paperwork toward him. “Just sign here.” 

Grinning to himself, she could have no idea what he was 
hungering for and he knew of certain locations in Key West 
where he could find exactly the man of his dreams. While he 
was going to practice safe sex of course, a little taste was 


most definitely in order. He glanced at her nametag and 
pulled out his practiced, bottled charm. “Samantha. What a 
beautiful name for a sexy lady. This is a special treat for me 
since I’ve been serving our country for a very long time. Tell 
me, do you actually have convertibles you rent?” 

“Well of course.” 

“Could you check and see if just maybe you have one and 
tell me what the upgrade price is?” 

Samantha licked her crimson stained lips and nodded. 
“Not a problem. We want to make all of our customers very 
happy and especially our servicemen and women. Let me 
see what | can do.” 

As he tossed his bag into the back seat, Darnell donned 
his dark shades and took a giant whiff of air. This was going 
to be a damn good time. Laughing, he pressed his hand 
down the length of the flaming red Miata and licked his lips 
as he strutted back and forth, showing off for any and all 
who would watch. “Mmm... Oh yeah, baby!” Not only did he 
upgrade to one hot steel beast, but at no additional charge 
to boot. What some shameless flirting could do. Maybe he 
Shouldn’t have pulled the military card but what the heck. 

Settling into the leather seats, he turned over the engine 
and had to resist screeching out of the parking lot like a bat 
out of hell. His method of transportation for almost three 
years? One glorified high dollar tin can. The regulation 
Humvee was more than just functional and practical but this 
ride was like a fine stallion, meant to be ridden hard and 
fast. His cock aching, he pressed his hand over his bulge 
before heading out onto the street. Look out world, because 
one hungry man was coming to town. 

The ride down to Key West was without incident and he 
made it to his destination just after check in time, leaving 
plenty of time to rest up before carousing the bars. The 
hotel was way out of his budget but this was his birthday 
and Christmas gift all rolled into one. Chuckling, he thanked 
the nice bellman with the chiseled ass with a cool ten-dollar 


bill and admired the dark haired hunk’s delicious form all 
the way down the hall. “Dear God | need to get laid.” 

There was no doubt about that. Being gay in the military 
certainly wasn’t like it used to be even five years before, but 
being a six foot four inch solid and some would say 
dangerous looking black man wasn’t going to garner him 
any favors with his buddies if they found out he was gay. 
Some might suspect, but he kept his desires and his ideas 
on the down-lo. A private man, he’d had very few 
encounters after figuring out he was gay some ten years 
before and there was more than one reason for keeping to 
himself. Heartache was a bitch. 

Shuddering, he walked to the French Doors and threw 
them wide open, allowing the warm tropical breezes to 
sweep in. There was nothing like May in the heart of a sea- 
faring destination. This time as he breathed in the air he 
could almost smell the wafting scent of some barbeque 
mixed with the temptation of the salty air and the almost 
palpable fragrance of sex calling his name. As the subtle 
strains of rock and roll floated above the late afternoon 
haze, he sighed. It was time for a drink. 

Moving toward the mini-bar refrigerator he pulled out 
tequila and a small bottle of mix. Oh yeah, Key West was 
perfect for margaritas and Jimmy Buffett music. He grabbed 
a glass and even without ice the concoction tasted delicious. 
Darnell walked out to the balcony and stood gazing down at 
the small strip of beach creatively adorned with umbrellas 
and colorful beach towels. Somehow he could almost see 
moving here. In his off time - which lately was almost never 
- he painted tropical settings and sometimes fashioned 
himself living in a cozy house in a beach community where 
he’d bartend by night and paint during the day and be 
blissfully happy. Too bad he’d be lonely as hell. 

Pushing back the ugly thoughts, he walked to the other 
side of the balcony and gazed down at the teeming activity 
of the pool. Even from his six floor perch, he could tell the 


entire decking area was full of beautiful people mingling and 
drinking and awaiting the night’s festivities. He glanced 
back and forth, admiring until one man caught his attention. 
Lying all by himself on a lounge chair nearest what could 
only be described as the Cabana, his blond hair swept down 
past his shoulders, settling on top of his bronzed chest. The 
obvious skin-tight emerald green bathing trunks did little to 
hide what God had given him, even from this distance. 

“Fuck...me...” His cock instantly pressed against the tight 
confines of his shorts and for a minute he remained 
mesmerized by the carved God. Cocking his head, Darnell 
honed in on the man’s actions as the sexy hunk pushed his 
long hair back from his face and adjusted his sunglasses. 
Then as a waiter flanked the man’s side, the God like 
creature smiled and nodded before turning his head in 
Darnell’s direction. 

For an instant Darnell was locked in time, watching and 
wondering and in truth hungering for a mysterious stranger. 
“Dear God it’s been too damn long.” Sucking in his breath, 
he leaned over the railing and continued to watch, feeling 
more like a voyeur than anything. As the golden haired 
creature settled back into his lounge chair, enjoying the 
dipping rays of the sun, he suddenly shifted and tipped his 
head back. And dear God if Darnell didn’t swear he hadn’t 
been caught watching and wanting. Swallowing hard, he 
took a gulp of his drink as the blond man lifted up his 
sunglasses. 

There was no doubt in Darnell’s mind he’d been detected. 
Sighing, for some reason he couldn’t move. Keeping his 
gaze locked on the stunning hottie, he realized his heart was 
pumping hard against his chest. As he took another gulp, he 
knew he wanted to find out more about the stranger and the 
thought was both titillating and terrifying. But then again, 
this was rather like being in sin city where anything could 
happen behind closed doors. Just as he tried to break his 
trance like state, the man smiled. 


“Tasty.” Perhaps he’d have to figure out who the man was. 
After all, he was on vacation. The thought giving him a grin, 
he walked back inside to grab a shower before exploring the 
neon-infused streets. 

KK KK 

Wearing a light colored pair of linen pants and a tight 
cerulean blue tee shirt, Darnell smiled at his reflection 
before grabbing his keys and heading out for the night. He 
could already tell the streets were teeming with raucous 
activity. Key West was well known for many things including 
bars staying open until the wee hours of the morning. 

Starving, his first destination was Sloppy Joe’s, a rather 
infamous bar and grille nestled on the corner of Duval 
Street, very close to what most locals would call the center 
of activity. The Southernmost Point was always filled with 
both tourists and locals partying as the sun set in the 
stunning ocean. From musicians to artists, mimes to 
jugglers, you could find almost anything you were looking 
for on the oversized concrete strip - including sex of every 
kind. A gay mecca, the festive location attracted some very 
interesting people and Darnell would fit in easily. 

The thought giving him a tremor easing all the way down 
his back, Darnell sidled up to the expansive bar to people 
watch, grab a drink and order one of Sloppy Joe’s world 
famous barbecue chicken sandwiches. 

“What'il ya have?” The burly biker wannabe bartender 
leaned over the counter and gave Darnell a heated look. 

“Bud with a tequila chaser.” Darnell nodded as he glanced 
around the perimeter of the bar. Filled to capacity with every 
walk of life, it was barely seven fifteen and it was easy to 
tell many of the party-goers were well on their way to a 
massive hangover. 

“Comin’ right up.” 

Sighing, he settled into the bar stool and smiled as the 
rock and roll band started another set. This was the perfect 
place to come and begin a fun-filled adventure. Wasn’t that 


a word? Adventure it was. God, he was happy just being 
here. For a few minutes he enjoyed the colorful sights and 
couldn't help but smile. As the bartender pushed his drinks 
across the bar, he grabbed a menu and perused the 
offerings - until the man from before caught his attention. 
Something stirred deep within him and for a moment an 
echo coursed through his head. “Wow.” Had he said the 
word out loud? 

The man was obviously with a group of friends, judging by 
their level of camaraderie. The happy group was shooting 
pool in the corner. From where he sat, Darnell could see 
much more of the handsome man and instantly he was 
drawn to the shaggy blond haired guy. There was something 
about the way gorgeous man carried himself that exuded 
confidence but also a mysterious quality, like he was hiding 
a secret. Observation was one of Darnell’s best attributes, 
given his status in the military and his painting, and he 
could almost feel a dazzling story hidden behind the long 
legs and muscular chest. Or perhaps it was simply his 
underused libido talking. Then again, he vaguely looked 
liked someone who'd once been important in his life. The 
almost crushing blow had thrown him into a self-imposed 
period of chastity for several years. 

Licking the rim of the shot glass, he threw back the 
tequila, relishing in the burn sliding down the back of his 
throat and couldn’t take his eyes off of him. Hmmm... Taking 
a long pull on his beer, Darnell decided he had to see the 
vision up close and so he headed for the bathroom, which 
was nestled strategically in the back corner near the 
grouping of pool tables. He pressed his hand down the 
length of his shirt before heading in the direction, willing 
himself to act casually. 

As he neared the hallway housing the bathrooms, Darnell 
stopped short and cocked his head. Hell yeah, the guy was 
much better looking up close and personal. From his 
chiseled chin to his rippled chest muscles, the guy was a 


walking stud who could be a cover model anywhere. 
“Mmm... Damn you're fucking hot.” While said under his 
breath, he stole a quick glance around him to make sure no 
one had heard a thing. And then he headed into the 
bathroom to re-group and try and figure out how to meet 
the guy. 

When he moved out of the heated space, Darnell looked 
in the direction of the pool tables and could see the man 
had left. “Damn it!” He scanned the entire perimeter. Seeing 
no one who even closely resembled the blond creature, 
Darnell moved back toward the bar to finish his beer. Just as 
he made it to the barstool, he saw the man just leaving the 
premises. Follow or don’t follow? Grinning, he jerked out a 
twenty-dollar bill, threw it across the bar and sauntered 
toward the front door. There was no need to look at hungry 
as he was. 

When he made it out onto the busy street, he looked both 
ways and even as the rays of sun was beginning to cast 
eerie shadows up and down the length of Duvall Street, he 
could just make out the guy as he was walking toward the 
Southernmost Point. Taking a chance, Darnell moved in the 
direction toward him. The closer he got to the point the 
more the crowd sweltered around him, preparing for the 
spectacular show of nature. The location was the hottest 
tourist spot on the island and the single most well know 
place to find all the wildness you hungered for. From 
jugglers to artisans, every night was a dazzling show based 
on the setting sun. 

Grunting, he was tangled in a group of people and lost 
sight of the man. “Fuck!” He stopped and collected his 
thoughts. Okay, this was just one guy in a sea of sexy men. 
Another night perhaps. Just as he was about to turn around, 
the golden haired hunk appeared again and Darnell had to 
follow him. 

Allowing his eyes to get used to the growing darkness, 
Darnell was able to make his way through the crowd of 


people and watched as the blond purchased a drink from a 
street vendor and then settled next to the railing. Weighing 
his rather sinful thoughts, Darnell sighed and decided to 
take a chance. He purchased a margarita and headed 
toward the guy, determined simply to strike up a 
conversation. When he squeezed between a group of people 
barely fifteen feet away from the guy, he realized his leg 
was tapping against the iron bars. No man made him this 
nervous. Why now? 

Every few seconds he stole glances toward the blond until 
finally his curiosity got the best of him. Shoring up his 
nerves, Darnell took a gulp of the rather stiff drink and 
walked toward the guy. When he was barely two feet from, 
him there was a glimmer of recognition that startled him 
into a vivid moment of memories. While the face was 
remotely the same, his body had bulked up by a solid fifty 
pounds and even his hair color was different. Dear God, he 
was Shaking. “Brent?” 

As the blond turned toward him, his eyes grew wide. 
“Darnell? What the hell?” Breaking out into a grin, he took 
two steps toward Darnell and then shook his head. “I don’t 
fucking believe it. What the hell are you doing here? | 
thought you were in the trenches, man.” 

Darnell was more than shocked to see the guy. Brent 
Majors was an old buddy from his hometown and while he 
was damn glad to see his friend, their last meeting had left 
a sore spot in both of their minds. Had time changed 
anything? Was the anger still burning brightly? “Just on R & 
R. | have to go back. What are you doing here? Christ, you 
look different.” As he moved closer he garnered a whiff of 
Brent’s cologne and had to swallow hard. He glanced toward 
the ocean and was thankful the light was dim. After all, he 
was horny as hell. 

“It’s great to see you and | took up weight lifting in a big 
was after growing into my body.” Laughing, Brent closed the 
distance and as the two men stood gazing at each other, he 


finally lowered his head. “Can | give you a hug at least? | 
mean | know that the last time and...” 

“The past is the past, right?” He said and meant the 
words but the timbre of his voice was unsure at best. They’d 
grown up together, dated girls together, played football 
together and on one wild night of drinking when they were 
teenagers had indulged in a night of passion. The friendship 
changing moment was after that Darnell realized he was 
gay. Unfortunately, Brent didn’t and blamed Darnell at the 
time for introducing something the man called depraved. 
The damn moment in time had cost them their friendship in 
an ugly, vile fashion. You asshole. If | ever see you again l'II 
beat the crap out of you. 

As Brent wrapped his arm around Darnell, pulling him 
into his chest, he sighed. “I wish | could take back so 
many things.” 

And damn if Darnell couldn’t tell the guy was as in need 
as he was. He broke the hold and hid behind his drink. 
“It’s okay.” 

“No, | was a shit.” 

Darnell waved his hand. “Let’s just enjoy. It is damn 
awesome here. Would be a shame to waste it talking about 
what...” What might have been? No, that wasn’t a possibility 
and Darnell’s raging needs then cost him so much. 

“You're right. | love it here,” Brent stated as he turned to 
face the ocean. Leaning over the railing he inhaled deeply. 
“You have no idea how I’ve missed talking to you.” 

“Really?” 

“You have no idea how many times | picked up the 
phone to call you, maybe to explain.” 

“Then why didn’t you?” Darnell was surprised there was 
a catch in his voice. 

Cocking his head, Brent opened and closed his mouth 
before speaking. “Because you think | blamed you for what 
happened and | was embarrassed.” 

“You did and | was to blame.” 


“No you weren't. Simple as that.” 

There was something imploring about the look on Brent’s 
face and for a moment Darnell was at a loss for words. “Are 
you here vacationing with your wife?” Dear God, the words 
sounded trite at best. 

“Wife?” Brent laughed. “She left with within a damn year. 
Betsy knew what | was, what | wanted. While I tried to hide 
the fact, she could see right through me.” 

“Im not certain I’m following you.” Darnell hadn’t 
officially been invited to the huge church services and the 
even grander wedding reception, but he’d heard the play by 
play from his sister who was Maid of Honor. In truth Janice 
could barely keep from scratching the man’s eyes out. She 
had seen Darnell slip into darkness and blamed Brent 
entirely. 

Brent lowered his head and fingered the plastic cup 
before answering. “After what happened between us and the 
anger, no the rage | felt toward you | honestly had to 
examine why. Granted, it took me almost two years to be 
able to do so, but when | did the revelation was shocking to 
just about everyone.” 

“Revelation?” Shit, Darnell had purposely selected a 
college on the other side of the country and then enlisted in 
the military and this was going to be the first time he went 
back home in nearly five years. No one had said a word to 
him about Brent. They knew better than to broach the 
sensitive subject, although they didn’t know the details of 
why, but hatred remained. 

“Yep.” Brent turned his head finally and locked eyes with 
Brent. “I’m gay. | think | always knew that but | couldn’t 
embrace the fact. Not when my family and friends all know 
me as the big, strapping quarterback.” Laughing, he took a 
swig of his drink and groaned. 

“What?” Stars somehow raced in front of his eyes. His 
friend was gay? This didn’t make any sense. But then again, 


when you came from a small, Southern and very Baptist 
town, no one made waves. “Your family...are they...” 

“Okay with it? Hardly but they’ve learned. Anyway, | just 
came here with some friends, and just friends, for some 
time alone. I’m transferring to Miami for a job and the break 
will give me the opportunity to know what | want. The 
change will also be phenomenal for my personal life and my 
career.” 

For several seconds Darnell remained quiet, deciding 
what to do. Brent sounded sincere enough, but he knew he 
couldn’t go through another heartbreak, not with a man he 
thought he’d loved. Still, bridge over trouble water perhaps? 
His little voice was screaming to give it a chance. “Do you 
want to go grab something to drink, maybe a bite to eat?” 

His eyes sparkling, Brent nodded. “I’d like that.” 


Chapter Two 


“| love the energy of this place. Damn it’s hot!” Brent 
laughed as he polished off a bourbon and tapped his fingers 
down on top of the bar. 

Brushing his hand across his aching shaft, Darnell nodded 
as he watched a group of dancers nearly taking over the 
dance floor. They’d ended up at a gay bar simply because 
the neon lights and pulsing disco music excited them both 
and from the heated crowd, he suspected few men were 
going to be going home alone. They’d talked openly at 
dinner and while Darnell remained a bit weary of why Brent 
was so forgiving, they were almost just like they used to be 
before the intimate experience. Except their respective 
stories were different now and Darnell was hopeful they 
could be close again. He slowly sipped his drink and couldn’t 
help stealing glances at Brent. To think the guy was gay 
after all this time and then to have karma place them in the 
hottest city in Florida at the same moment was almost too 
damn good to be true. Whew. There was no doubt the 
Sparks were flowing between them wildly. Could it be 
possible that they could share something more? 

“What are you thinking?” Brent gave him more than just a 
heated once over. 

“That we should dance.” Take a chance. What could it 
hurt? It’s just one night in a wild city with a man you can 
trust. Trust? The thought was confusing. Weighing the odds, 
he decided. Darnell finished his drink, slapped the dense 
glass onto the bar and stood. His look stated very clearly he 
wasn’t giving Brent an option. 

“Whew. You’re just like | remembered but even hotter.” 

For some reason the words gave Darnell pause but he 
help out his hand and tugged Brent onto the dance floor, 
finding the darkest corner in the back. As they both began 
to dance to the thumping strains of Lady Gaga’s Teeth, the 
crowd cheered. Every part of his body was instantly alive as 


” 


the energy in the music, the flashing LED lights and Brent’s 
body heat gave him more than just hunger. Old emotions 
flooded his mind and his body. Hell, he was insatiable and 
wasn’t certain he could hold back. 

“This is so fucking hot,” Brent stated over the pulsing 
music as he crowded Darnell’s space. Taking the flat of his 
hands, he rubbed them down the length of Darnell’s arms as 
he swayed his hips back and forth. “God, | was a fool 
before.” 

“Yeah. It is and you were.” Swallowing hard, Darnell 
darted his eyes back and forth across Brent’s and for a 
minute was unable to focus. Closing the distance, he 
wrapped one hand around Brent’s waist and pulled him 
against his body as he took the other and pressed it all the 
way down Brent’s back to his waist, flicking his finger back 
and forth across the waistband of Brent’s pants. Tipping his 
head, he could see hunger in the man’s eyes and suddenly 
there was no one else was in the room. 

“Dear God, I’ve wanted you for so damn long, dreamed 
about tasting you, fucking you.” 

Had he really? Darnell leaned forward and captured 
Brent’s mouth, pressing his tongue past the man’s full lips. 
Tasting the musky essence of the man brought back so 
many memories and desires and until this moment he 
hadn’t realized how much he hungered for Brent. Grinding 
his hips back and forth across Brent’s, he shivered from the 
feeling of their combined throbbing shafts. He grazed his 
hand down, cupping Brent’s carved ass and moaned into 
the kiss. 

Brent pushed Darnell back against the wall and broke the 
kiss. Panting, he nipped Darnell’s lower lip before tracing a 
circle around the edge of Darnell’s mouth. “Amazing.” He 
eased his hand between then, sliding it all the way down 
Darnell’s chest to his groin. Taking a step back, he followed 
his hand with his eyes and licked his lips as he stared at 
Darnell’s bulge. “Seems like you want something too.” 


Darnell could remember being the one in charge and 
while this man standing in front of him wasn’t the same 
unsure friend he’d encountered over ten years before, he 
still wanted to be the one to give directions - at least for 
now. “Do you want more?” 

“Yes.” The word barely audible above the roar of the 
customers, he lifted his head slowly and grinned. “Much 
more.” He pulled Darnell’s hips forward until their cocks 
were almost crushed together. “Can't you tell?” 

“Then it’s my way.” 

“Whatever you want.” 

The words almost a challenge, Darnell glanced at the 
neon flashing sign for the bathroom and grabbed Brent’s 
hand. A touch of public display wouldn’t hurt anything. What 
happened in bars such as this stayed here and no one knew 
him or gave a shit. Taking a bold move, he tugged Brent 
toward the bathroom. This was merely going to be a taste 
on one hot summer night. 

“You're on fire,” Brent hissed. 

“You have no idea.” Pushing open the bathroom door, he 
glanced at the blue lighting glowing throughout and 
grinned. This was the perfect beginning of a seduction and 
perhaps more. While the thought should have startled him, 
instead the sinful idea dragged the savage beast of hunger 
to the surface. There was no one in the bathroom and while 
perhaps he should at least be discrete and go into the 
oversized stall, he simply wanted to test the boundaries. 
Easing the small of his back against the counter, he folded 
his arms and spread his legs wide before giving Brent a 
commanding look. “Suck me.” 

Brent laughed nervously as he darted glances toward the 
door. “Here? Now?” 

“You heard me.” Darnell nodded. They’d had a few rather 
risqué discussions before their intimate moment and Darnell 
knew if the same kinky soul lived inside Brent then this was 
going to do nothing more than fuel his embers. 


Brushing his hand through his hair, Brent nodded before 
he eased down onto his knees. Sliding his hands up the 
inside of Darnell’s legs, he laughed again, the sound 
breathless. “Zero to sixty in...” 

“Isn't that what you want?” 

“Yeah. More than you know.” 

“Then suck me. Don’t tease me.” Darnell’s voice was 
nothing more than a growl. 

Brent licked his lips and then proceeded to unbutton and 
unzip the fly on Darnell’s pants. When he peeled back the 
light fabric, he sighed and pushed the material down 
Darnell’s chiseled hipbones. He swept his hand across the 
bulging briefs before glancing up at Darnell. “God. So many 
years. I...” Unable to finish, he shook his head. 

Darnell nodded as his legs shook and the moment Brent 
freed his cock, he wrapped his fingers around several locks 
of Brent’s hair before closing his eyes. “Fuck...yes...” Air 
wafted across his naked cock and the second he felt Brent’s 
hand wrap around the base of his shaft he shivered. “Take 
me into your mouth. Suck me.” 

Chuckling darkly, he darted his tongue out, dragging the 
tip across Darnell’s sensitive slit as he exhaled slowly. “It’s 
been too long.” He eased one hand between Darnell’s legs, 
Cupping and squeezing his balls. 

“Jesus!” Darnell gripped the counter with his other hand 
and just then he heard the bathroom door open. Resisting 
finding out who was watching, he kept his eyes closed and 
jutted his hips forward, encouraging Brent to take his dick 
into his wet mouth. “Lick me.” 

Brent groaned and licked all the way down the underside 
of Darnell’s cock before taking first one and then the other 
ball into his mouth. Sucking fervently, he began stroking up 
and down the length of Darnell’s shaft with the other hand. 

“Nice show,” the dark voice cooed. 

“Nice cock,” another other stated with a growl. 


Darnell inhaled deeply and shifted his hips back and forth. 
Finally opening his eyes, the mischievous grins on the two 
men’s faces was infectious. Giving them both a nod, he 
pushed Brent’s head down for emphasis until Brent took 
Darnell’s cockhead into his mouth. “Fuck...oh yeah...” 

Brent took him down and inch at a time, his mouth 
muscles sucking hard around Darnell’s shaft like a tight vice. 

Shivering, Darnell licked his dry lips and began to fuck 
Brent’s mouth in long, even strokes as the sounds of other 
men coming and going filtered into the bathroom. 

“Can | have a turn?” 

“Į love thick, black cock.” 

Growling, Brent sucked harder as he slipped his hand 
under Darnell’s balls and grazed a single finger up and down 
the crack of Darnell’s ass. 

“Shit...oh...” Dropping his head, sweat beaded down from 
his forehead and Darnell blinked furiously as series of 
echoes bounced inside his head. His heart racing, he could 
tell his legs were quavering to the point if he wasn’t gripping 
onto the counter he could have fallen. 

Brent sucked harder, taking Darnell’s shaft all the way 
down to the base until the man’s balls were slapping against 
his chin. The sounds of their sex filled the room, mixing with 
the hungry grunts of the men. 

And suddenly Darnell could hear other men engaging in 
carnal activities. The thought giving him a smile, he 
shuddered and kept an almost strangled hold on Brent’s 
hair. Up and down he pushed the man’s head as he 
continued pushing his hips forward, forcing the entire length 
of his cock into Brent’s mouth. 

Brent used his strong jaw muscles to clench around 
Darnell’s shaft and as several men grunted and moaned, he 
Slipped the tip of a single finger inside Darnell’s ass. 

That was all Darnell could take. Opening his eyes wide, 
the climax raced from the tips of his toes. “Fuck...ohoh... 
oh...” Sucking in his breath, his heart raced to the point he 


could barely breathe and suddenly he could no longer feel 
his legs. “Yyyyeeesss!” Erupting into Brent’s mouth, the 
sounds of the other men chanting their appreciation gave 
him a smile. 

Brent took every drop of his hot cum, holding and stroking 
the base of Darnell’s cock as he continued thrusting his 
finger inside the man’s ass. 

The effect was too damn good. Several seconds later, 
Darnell attempted to focus and heard a few claps from the 
voyeurs standing in wait. He sighed and brushed his hand 
through his hair. This was just the beginning. 

As Brent finally stood on shaky legs, he grinned before 
wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “You have no 
idea how many nights I’ve thought of doing this.” 

“This, aS in a scandalous moment in a club?” Darnell 
couldn’t help but tease. There would never have been a 
thought Brent would be here, sucking his cock ever. A 
continued series of electric jolts coursed through his system, 
reminding him of the heated moment. Damn, this is hot. 

“This and more.” As Brent took several steps backward, 
he nodded to the hungry men before beckoning Darnell with 
a single finger. “Come and play.” 

How he’d gotten so lucky, Darnell would never know but 
he was going to take full advantage of the sizzle continuing 
to build between them. 

They finished out the night with two additional stops 
before neither man could take their growing need any 
longer. Breathless, Darnell could barely jam the plastic card 
into the lock at the hotel. 

“Something rattling you?” Brent asked, his voice filling 
with mischief. 

“Hell yeah. You. Just like you did when we were younger. 
Damn it, | fucking craved you and when you resisted, shit!” 
Huffing, he glanced sideways at the hungry look settling on 
Brent’s face and tried the lock again. How many times had 
he actually stood gawking at Brent, unsure of why he was 


feeling the way he was? The answer - more times than he 
could count on two hands. 

Brent took a step back and slid the tip of a single finger 
down the length of Darnell’s spine. “Then | suggest you 
hurry because | feel the same way.” 

Exhaling slowly, the continued scent of their raging desire 
wafted between them like a beast desperate for blood. He’d 
never been this turned on in his life. Was it the simple fact 
of having been close or the concept he could be honest with 
the man after all this time? At that moment, he didn’t give a 
shit. Time for rationalizing was over. He had to be inside 
Brent’s ass. Finally opening the door, he fought against his 
instincts not to kick it hard. “I| want you now.”He barely 
managed to turn on a light and as the warm glow filtered 
across the bed, he shook his head. This was going to be 
damn hot. 

“So demanding.” Brent strolled into the room, slamming 
the door behind him and yanking off his shirt in one move. 
“And | like it.” Tossing the unwanted material on the floor, he 
kicked off his shoes and swept his eyes across the bed. “So 
tell me, what do you want?” 

“Me?” Darnell asked, his voice barely audible. This was 
not the nervous boy who freaked when they’d finished 
making love. Standing in front of him was a man full of 
confidence and sex appeal. Peeling his damp tee shirt off, 
he had to fight to get it off his hand. Why the hell was he 
nervous? As Brent unfastened his pants, ever so slowly 
pushing them down over his hips, he grinned. Revealing the 
fact he went commando, a tremor raced down his body 
forcing his cock to stand fully erect. The anguish of having it 
push hard against his pants instantly drew his attention and 
it was all he could do to rid himself of the unneeded 
clothing. “Everything.” 

“Then fuck me.” Brent stood with his hands on his hips, 
wearing a salacious look as he lowered his eyes and smiled. 
“You are one fine, looking black man.” 


“| didn’t know you liked chocolate.” 

“Yes, you did. You knew exactly what | wanted, what | 
craved and yet you refused to push after I... Hell, after | was 
a fucking idiot. I’ve never forgotten how kind you were to 
me and how horrible | was to you. I’m here to make all of it 
up to you. That is, if you'll allow me to.” 

Allow? For some reason the words sounded like they’d 
been in the back of Brent’s mind for much longer than one 
night and while the thought was daunting, the words were 
breathtaking. As he stood naked he sighed and allowed 
himself to admire the man who was already more than just 
his lover. “I want this to be incredible. | want you to want 
more.” Did he? There was something about saying the 
words that seemed so permanent and so forever. He wasn’t 
that kind of guy. At least that’s what he’d been telling 
himself for years - ever since the first time with Brent. Oh 
God, help him. 

“Did anyone ever tell you that you over analyze things 
too much?” Closing the distance, Brent opened his hand 
wide and slid the flat down the side of Darnell’s neck to his 
chest, cupping his muscles between his fingers. 

“Yes,” Darnell breathed as he slipped his hand around 
Brent’s waist. Licking his dry lips, he moaned as Brent took 
his nipple into his mouth, sucking hard before biting down. 
“Fuck...J@Sus.” 

Brent emitted a low growl as he took Darnell’s other 
nipple in between his thumb and forefinger and pinched the 
tender flesh with enough force Darnell hissed. 

“God!” A slice of pain coursed through his body and as he 
grabbed onto Brent’s head, he tossed his head back and 
Slowly exhaled. He brushed his hand up and down Brent’s 
back and relished in the feel of the man’s carved muscles. 
As he kicked Brent’s legs apart, he slipped his other hand 
between his lover’s legs and rolled his swelling sac between 
his fingers. 


“Mmm... The way you touch me is amazing.” Brent 
breathed a swath of hot air across Darnell’s heated skin and 
groaned. 

Darnell caressed and squeezed Brent’s balls until the 
need became too great. Pushing the man back, he broke the 
connection and pointed a single finger toward the bed. “Go 
and wait while | get a condom. | have to have you.” In a way 
this was a test. The moment shared had happened almost 
exactly this way. 

Swaying his hips back and forth, Brent nodded before 
rubbing his hands up and down the length of his chest to his 
groin as he took several steps backward. 

His entire body shaking, he walked into the bathroom and 
struggled to turn on the light. As he stared at his reflection 
he knew a one night stand might be all they could take 
but... Shoving the but aside, he grabbed a condom out of 
his bag and moved back into the other room. The sight of 
Brent on all fours with his legs wide open stopped him cold. 
“Oh yeah.” 

Brent chuckled as he tipped his head and blinked 
furiously. “About time.” 

“You damn tease. I’m going to ride you so damn hard.” 
The ice was completely broken. 

“Good.” As if offering his body in a brazen fashion, he 
lowered his head to the bed and arched his back. 

Darnell slowly unwrapped the foil and as he rolled the 
rubber down his shaft, he sighed and inched closer. Placing 
two fingers into his mouth, he sucked on them until they 
were soaking wet and as he removed both, he allowed a 
popping noise to fill the air. “Damn, you're fucking hot.” 
Slipping his fingers down the crack of Brent’s ass, he slowly 
rimmed the man’s dark hole before placing just the tips 
inside. He opened them slightly and pushed deeper inside 
until he hit the tight ring. 

“Aaahhh...” Brent grunted and shifted backwards as his 
hands clenched the soft bedding. 


“You're tight. It’s been awhile, hasn’t it?” 
“Yyyeesss...” 

“Good.” Darnell thrust the entire length of his fingers into 
Brent’s ass and hissed as Brent panted. “Can’t wait to bury 
my cock into your sweet ass.” In and out he drove his 
fingers, flexing them wide open until he could tell the pain 
was moving into something else entirely. “Ready for more?” 

Tossing his head back, Brent’s entire body trembled. 
“Fuck...yes...yes...” 

Darnell place the head of his cock to Brent’s puckered 
hole and then grabbed the man’s hips. Giving a hungry 
grunt, he impaled Brent’s asshole with one long drive, filling 
him completely. 

“Fuck!” Clawing the comforter, Brent tossed his head up 
and down. 

The feel of the man’s ass muscles clenching around him 
tightly left him breathless. He pulled his dick all the way out 
as he lowered his head and pressed a series of kisses and 
licks across the back of Brent’s beck, savoring the musky 
flavor of sweat and cologne. Repeating the move, the force 
slammed Brent’s shoulders and head into the bed. “So tight. 
So hot.” In and out he drove into Brent’s ass, the sound of 
his balls slapping against the man’s ass cheeks filling the 
Space. 

Shuddering, Brent fought to meet hard thrust with one of 
his own, every breath full of a soft hiss. “Oh...yes...yes...” 

Harder and faster Darnell thrust until he could barely 
think straight. “Yyyeeesss...” Every plunge created a wave 
of pleasure to the point he struggled to catch his breath. 
“Oh yeah...” There was no doubt his orgasm wasn’t going to 
be held back much longer. He clamped down on his desires 
and tried to concentrate, to make the wonderful event last 
longer but he was too famished. 

Brent moaned and panted beneath him as he tried to 
keep pace with Darnell. 


“So hot...|...can’t...” Stars floated around his field of vision 
as the climax raced from his toes, shooting up the length of 
his legs. His blood pressure rising, he clenched his eyes shut 
as cum shot up from his aching balls. The moment he 
released, he threw back his head and roared. 


Chapter Three 


Morning dawned with fluffy white clouds rolling across the 
sky and more humid than the day before. Darnell was awake 
before Brent and as he watched the sleeping giant snoring 
softly, he tussled his golden locks before moving toward the 
bathroom sink and filling the coffee pot. It was going to be a 
glorious day. 

He slipped into a soft terry robe and as the coffee brewed 
he headed out onto the balcony. It was surprisingly still early 
in vacationland and few people were out either at the beach 
of the pool. Gripping the railing, he breathed in the salty air 
and realized he hadn’t felt this relaxed or happy in a hell of 
a long time. This was what fantasies were made of. He had 
one hot man in his bed, a perfect beach, a few days off and 
money to burn. What could be better? Sadly he knew the 
answer, but getting into a relationship now was out of the 
question, especially given his active duty status. Besides, 
there was dirty laundry remaining between them and their 
ugly issues couldn’t be worked out during a couple nights of 
sex - no matter how freaking hot. 

But, there was always the possibility when he returned 
home they might... Wait a minute, Brent was moving to 
Miami and he was destined to return to Macon, Georgia at 
least for a while. Janice knew of some folks who might give 
him a solid job. While Miami wasn’t long distance by any 
means, by that point he knew Brent would have someone. 
The guy was too damn good looking not to. Dropping his 
head, he sighed. 

“You look awfully forlorn for a man who just had a wild 
night of sex. Delicious sex | might add.” 

Hearing Brent’s voice, he smiled and shook his head. 
“Who was that with again? | don’t seem to remember. 
There’s vaguely something there but...” 

Lifting the edge of Darnell’s robe, Brent swatted the back 
of his lover’s ass as he issued a series of short growls. “Very 


bad. You keep that up and l'Il have to discipline you.” 

“You forget I’m in charge here.” Turning all the way 
around, the sight of Brent standing completely naked for all 
the world to see was far too enticing. Damn it if his cock 
wasn’t twitching already. At this rate they’d never make it 
out of bed. Now what was wrong with the thought? 

“Hmmm... Maybe and | can see what you're thinking but 
we are going out and having some fun.” Easing forward, 
Brent slowly untied the sash on Darnell’s robe. Slipping both 
hands down the length of his chest, he stroked Darnell’s 
cock for several seconds. “But then again.” 

“You keep that up and l'Il tie you to the bed.” A shiver 
skated down his back. 

“Not sure l’d mind.” Giving Darnell’s balls a squeeze, 
Brent gave him a mischievous look before moving away. 
“No, let’s go out.” 

“What did you have in mind?” 

Brent rubbed his hand down the length of his chest and 
took a step inside. “A little shower and then as little sun 
before a catamaran cruise. Sound good?” 

“What happened to the bedroom?” 

“Incorrigible.” Giving Darnell a heated look, he nodded 
before disappearing into the room. 

Darnell followed behind him and as Brent moved into the 
Shower, he couldn’t resist stepping inside. “But first we 
play.” Brushing his hands down the entire length of the man, 
he shuddered. This was more than very good. This was 
almost perfect. As he pushed Brent down to his knees, 
allowing the water to cascade down over both of them, he 
closed his eyes. The moment Brent wrapped his mouth 
around the tip of his cock he emitted a single groan. “Suck 
me.” 

They were settled into lounge chairs in a perfect spot to 
be able to watch the other hulking hotties come and go. It 
turned out Key West was sizzling destination for hundreds of 
service men taking respite and enjoying fun in the sun. 


While it was only ten-thirty, they both had Bloody Mary's in 
their hands and were happy to be soaking up the rays. 

“I’m really surprised at the coincidence in you being 
here,” Darnell said as he squinted from the glaring sun. But 
it was a damn good one. Maybe the Gods were smiling down 
for a change. 

“I know and given out last conversation when | saw our 
face | wasn’t certain you would talk to me. Hell, | wouldn’t.” 

“You mean because you threw a punch first, a drink 
second and then called me cuss words even this sailor 
didn’t know existed?” Darnell couldn’t help but laugh. That’s 
not exactly the way it happened. The ugly moment had 
been much worse. While he thought he heard a glitch in 
Brent’s voice, he imagined the man was still embarrassed at 
his vehemence after they were together. The time had been 
tumultuous for both of them and while Darnell hated Brent 
for a long time, his enraged feelings were more about being 
hurt. Now at least he knew why. Hiding behind a mask was a 
difficult thing for anyone and Darnell certainly wasn’t a fan 
of Brent’s father, who had been a tough taskmaster at best. 

“I’m really sorry. | wasn’t thinking clearly.” 

Darnell turned his head and watched as Brent rimmed his 
glass with his finger. “Do you remember what you told me 
the second you walked out of my life?” 

“Other than fuck off and die?” Brent raised his sunglasses 
and frowned and then grinned. “A little over the top. Right?” 

“Maybe a little bit. You were pretty damn adamant and I'll 
never forget. You said in a quiet voice that one day you were 
going to get me back for destroying the man you wanted to 
be. | really didn’t get why you were so angry, at the time at 
least.” 

Swallowing hard, Brent looked away. “Hell, neither did I. 
No, that’s not true either. | did but | just couldn’t handle it. 
All | can say is I’m sorry.” 

“My sister was really pissed at you. Janice kept telling me 
you were a loose cannon and if it hadn’t of been for the fact 


our sisters were friends, she would have taken you out.” 
How he remembered his sister raging over and over and she 
never knew why they’d had such a violent argument. After 
everything calmed down Darnell refuse to burst Brent’s 
bubble, or his for that matter. It was a full two years after 
that before Darnell had come out to the world. 

“I know. Trust me, | know.” Grinning, Brent looked at him 
sheepishly. “Can we just try and move toward the future? | 
know you have to leave again but | don’t want to have you 
out of my life for another ten years. Not now that we’ve 
found each other again.” 

Sadly, the words almost sounded practiced. “Let’s just 
enjoy right now. Okay?” So many thoughts were racing 
through his mind. Could this work? Could they learn to 
forgive? As he tilted his head, the sun nearly blinded him 
and he’d realized he’d forgotten his sunglasses. “Be right 
back. Gotta grab the shades.” Setting his drink on the small 
table, he climbed to his feet and took a minute to admire 
Brent’s sexy form. The man really had changed a lot. Not 
only sexier but so much more self-assured. The combination 
was enticing, sensual. 

“Move that ass for me as your walk away,” Brent teased. 

Darnell shook his head as he moved into the hotel. This 
was definitely an interesting trip. He still fumbled with the 
card key and swore. The moment he opened up the door he 
could hear his phone ringing. Hell, he’d forgotten to call his 
sister and let her know he was safe and sound. Eyeing her 
number, he groaned. “Hey baby, sis. Sorry | didn’t call.” 

“Hey yourself. Glad you’re okay. You are still coming in a 
couple of days, right?” Janice demanded. 

How he loved her authoritative voice. “Of course. l'II be 
there with bells on in three days. Tell mama to have the 
cornbread cooked.” 

“Very funny. Look, | have to tell you something and you're 
going to be pissed. Sadly, it’s a warning and might ruin your 
time there but | think you have to know.” 


“Sounds very damn dramatic. Talk to me.” Darnell started 
laughing until Janice told him what was going on, the story 
far too telling. And then his blood turned to ice. As he hung 
up the phone and walked out of his room, his mind was in a 
blur. Somehow he made it downstairs and he wasn’t certain 
if he’d taken the elevator or the stairs. He stood quietly 
gazing across the length of the pool garnering his courage 
before heading back outside. Gazing down at Brent, his 
body shook violently. 

“Mmm...” Brent shifted, obviously sensing his presence. 

“You lied to me. You fucking lied to me.” Darnell tried to 
keep his voice calm but rage flowed through him to the 
point he saw blood. 

“What are you talking about?” Lifting his sunglasses, 
Brent squinted before he sat up. “What happened? You 
look pissed.” 

“Pissed? | hate fucking betrayers.” 

“Huh?” 

Darnell looked around to see who was in earshot before 
he crouched down, determined to keep his emotions in 
check. “You fucking lied. You somehow managed to convince 
your damn sister to finagle a way of finding out when | was 
coming home so you could set up a damn rouse. | fucking 
can’t believe it.” 

“1...” Blushing, Brent swallowed hard. 

“Uh-huh. | can see I’m right. And | know why. To ruin me.” 

“What are you talking about?” Brent sat up with a start. 
“That’s not it at all. | wanted to find you so settle our past 
and to see if...if we could have more. | came here because | 
give a shit about you.” 

“Yeah. Tell me something else.” Snarling, Darnell closed 
his eyes briefly. “That’s only half the truth. You wanted to 
get me into bed so you could have some of your little 
buddies take pictures and what send them to my platoon? 
Humiliate me so that what? You could make a fool out of me 
like you thought | was trying to do to you?” Just saying the 


words was too much for Darnell to bear. No one made fun of 
him and tried to destroy a career he’d worked hard at. His 
growing fury wasn’t so much because the military would do 
anything, they couldn’t. It was the simple point of ugly 
betrayal. 

“Whoa. Hold on here! That’s a flat out lie!” 

Jerking to his feet, Darnell could see curious faces around 
them getting more and more interested. “You calling my 
sister a liar?” 

Brent struggled to get to his feet. “I have no idea what is 
going on here but this is just not true. None of it is true 
and...” 

“Fuck you! Stay out of my life!” Pointing his finger, he 
grabbed his bag and stalked toward the hotel, just making it 
inside before Brent jerked his arm. 

“Please. Don’t do this. All of this is wrong. Honestly.” 
Gripping Darnell’s arm tightly, Brent shook his head back 
and forth, his eyes pleading. “You have to listen to me.” 

“Listen to you? You must be fucking nuts!” Darnell didn’t 
believe a word of it. Lies. All lies. Pushing the man hard 
against the wall, he pointed his finger. “If any pictures turn 
up anywhere | swear to God l'Il...” Unable to finish the words 
he snarled and couldn’t believe his stupidity. Seeing the 
horror and the hurt in Brent’s eyes, he seethed all the way 
up to his room - until he closed the door and allowed his 
heart to break all over again. “Fuck!” 
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“It’s time, big brother, you got the stick out of your ass or 
l'Il yank it out. Do you need a crow bar?” 

Lifting his head, the look on Janice’s face was both one of 
mothering and chastising. Hell, he’d barely been out of bed 
in the six days he’d been home. He had little time left and 
he was still in shock. “I can’t. When | get back to work 
everything will be better.” Like hell it would. 

“I’m sorry | had to tell you but you need to face the real 
world for a change.” Patting him on the back, she sighed as 


she heard the phone. “Goddamn solicitors.” 

The real world? The real world had slammed him in the 
damn face. Hissing, he struggled to get to his feet and 
moved toward the bathroom. At least he could get a shower 
and pretend to give a shit about life. Closing the door, he 
leaned against the counter and shook his head. There was 
no way he could get over the fact he’d been duped so badly. 
What the hell was wrong with him? Bitching and moaning 
wasn’t going to make the situation any better and while he 
knew that, the damn thing still hurt. He thought for once he 
could have something special in his life with the man he’d 
always loved. “Oh fuck it!” Loved? He wouldn’t know what 
love was if it slapped him in the head. 

Darnell started the shower, turning the heat up as high as 
he knew he body could handle before stepping inside. His 
mom and sister had been a wonderful comfort but he had to 
go into detail about what happened between he and Brent 
when they’d been teenagers and he could see 
disappointment in their eyes. Perhaps that was the worst 
part. At least they knew and now he didn’t have to hide 
behind the pain. As he stood under the shower he palmed 
the cool tile and envisioned Brent. He felt burning tears in 
his eyes and wiped them away furiously. He had to stop 
torturing himself. 

Finishing his shower, he slipped into shorts and a tee shirt 
and admonished himself for looking and feeling so damn 
crappy. One day he’d find the right guy. Maybe. When hell 
freezes over. As he moved out of the house he didn’t hear 
any noises. Surprised, he finally found a note from Janice. 
Grocery shopping eh? Yeah, she’d been threatening to invite 
a few old friends over. Initially he shivered but he longed to 
have some fun. Any fun. Burning down houses might be fun. 
Chuckling, he shook his head. Well, maybe the night would 
do him some good. 

When she didn’t return for several hours he grew 
concerned. Darnell tried her cell phone twice and while they 


were in the boomies, the call went straight to voice mail - 
not a good sign. Grabbing a beer, he popped the top and 
stood on the front porch and almost instantly he could see 
her car zooming down the driveway. Relieved, he set his 
beer down and headed toward her. “About time,” he called 
when she finally opened the door. 

“Worried about my, big brother?” Climbing out, she 
nodded and pointed toward the trunk. “We have work to do. 
Sorry I’m late but the damn fish store was backed up and 
tonight has to be a good night.” 

“I Know what you're planning, you bad sister of mine, and 
you need my help. Better be nice to me.” 

“Or what?” Janice gave him a harsh stare before grinning. 

“So bad.” They took everything inside and as she bustled 
around the kitchen he could tell she had something on her 
mind. “Talk to me. What is it?” 

“Nothing.” 

“It’s something.” 

Tipping her head, Janice grinned. “You understand me too 
well and | realize you aren’t happy. | know you are going 
back but | want you to meet someone.” 

“Oh no you don’t!” Backing away, he hissed. 

“Darnell Sampson Wright. You will do this. You mope and 
you whine and you can’t sleep because of something that 
should have been dealt with years ago. Now you’re going to 
at least talk to your friends and mingle, including with this 
friend of mine and maybe you guys can remain close when 
you get back to desert land. Okay?” 

Sighing, he loved his family and one night would be okay. 
Yeah, and pigs could fly. “For you. But you owe me.” 

Darnell could hear the sounds of the party and he’d 
greeted and mingled and sampled food, but he needed a 
little quiet time. The air was humid and the crickets already 
out for the season and they reminded him why he adored 
Georgia but he knew he wasn’t moving back here. No, he 


would try another city in another time. Nursing the beer, he 
gazed as the stars and wished for so many things. 
“I know you never wanted to see me again but we have 
to talk. You have to allow me to explain.” 
Freezing, Darnell snarled instantly. “What the fuck are 
you doing here?” 
“Stop, now.” 

Darnell turned quickly and seeing both Janice and Brent’s 
sister flanking Brent’s side, he wasn’t certain what to think. 
“What are you doing?” 

“We have two stubborn men here, Ashley. What do you 
think we should do about it?” Janice asked slyly as she 
folded her arms. 

“Lock them in a room together,” Ashley stated flatly. She 
looked back and forth between the two and sighed. 

“Would someone explain this please?” Darnell insisted. 
Clenching his fist, he was angry with just about the entire 
fucking world. 

“You need to listen to me. | was wrong with what I thought 
was going on and | shouldn’t have called you. The pictures | 
talked about were because Ashley saw the ones you sent 
me from Afghanistan and mentioned them to Brent, 
obviously. She asked me a couple of questions and initially | 
didn’t get it but you know me, | put my own two and two 
together and came up with ten thousand. | was so angry 
about what | thought he did to you all those years ago | 
couldn’t see the forest for the trees.” Janice took a step 
forward. 

“And | didn’t tell Janice everything that was going on 
because | knew she was angry for you, but | also knew she 
didn’t know everything that was going on. Brent only told 
me the truth about what happened between you six months 
ago and since then I’ve been trying to keep tabs on when 
you were coming in and where. Don’t blame Janice for her 
initial concerns. Blame me,” Ashley added. “Brent only 


wanted to find you so he could explain and beg for 
forgiveness. There is a lot more going on than you know.” 

“And Ashley called me today and ffinally explained 
everything and | believe them both and you, stubborn man, 
need to listen.” Pointing her finger, Janice locked eyes with 
Darnell’s. 

“I...” Darnell’s heart was racing. Could he honestly 
believe this? He stole a look at Brent and even in the 
darkness could see tears in his eyes. “But why didn’t 
someone just tell me?” 

“Would you have believed me if l’d have called you or if 
Ashley would have said anything?” Brent finally managed. 

Darnell of course knew the truth. “I don’t know what to 
say. | don’t... | don’t know if | can trust any longer.” 

Janice closed the distance and wrapped her arm around 
his waist. “What you thought was your family condemning 
the man you are wasn’t true. We want you to be happy and 
it doesn’t matter to mama and | if you’ re with Santa Clause, 
as long as you're happy. | was wrong about Brent. | was 
wrong about you in trying to tell you how to live your life. 
You both lost each other because of secrets and lying to 
yourselves. Do you honestly want to waste any more time?” 

“Life is too short and too precious,” Ashley breathed as 
she pushed Brent forward. 

“But...” Darnell started. 

“No buts,” Janice said very plainly. “He’s always been the 
man you were in love with. You think | didn’t know there was 
one, but | did and I do. Go talk and enjoy. Please.” 

Brent held out his hand. “I wasn’t trying to hurt you. The 
time we shared in Key West was amazing and I was going to 
tell you what I’d done. | just wanted you to love me like you 
used to and while | know that was a stupid thing for me to 
do, it’s the truth. Take a ride with me.” 

“Where?” Darnell asked, tears brimming his eyes. 

“Somewhere special. Just to talk.” 


Tentatively he took Brent’s hand and the moment they 
touched, sparks flew. “Okay.” As they walked down the steps 
he could hear the two women clapping. This was completely 
unexpected and for once, he felt as if a huge burden was 
lifted. 

As Brent drove they talked and for the first time Darnell 
really heard every detail of Brent’s life and his changes and 
what he wanted and there was a wonderful warm feeling 
settling into the pit of his stomach. This was going to make 
leaving so much more difficult. For several minutes they 
remained quiet and as Brent continued to drive, Darnell 
finally honed in on where he knew they were going. 

“Moonlight Point,” Darnell could barely whisper. Every 
part of his body shaking, he gripped the edge of the 
dashboard and could hardly focus. Inhaling deeply, his heart 
raced. 

“I thought coming here was fitting to really give you my 
apology at the place we started our love affair over ten 
years ago. Don’t you?” Brent asked as he turned down a 
long driveway. 

They’d spent summers as kids swimming and getting 
close as friends and one summer night under a brightly lit 
moon, their relationship took a turn. While Darnell had 
always felt like he was the aggressor, the truth was right 
there in front of them both. 

“I fell in love you that night as we kissed and held each 
other. | never wanted it to end.” 

“Then why did it have to?” Darnell could barely talk. 

As Brent pulled into a spot under a bank of trees and 
turned off the engine, he sat quietly for several minutes 
before he was able to speak. “You didn’t know this but we 
were spied on that night. Remember Johnny C?” 

“The asshole on the basketball team?” The guy took jerk- 
off to an entirely new level. 

“The one and only. Anyway, he was up here with his girl 
and went for a smoke or so | heard much later. He saw us 


and went running to my dad.” 

Darnell exhaled slowly. Brent’s dad had been a brutal man 
when he was alive. “Dear God. What happened?” 

“He beat the shit out of me and threatened to send me 
away. That’s why you didn’t see me at school for a week. | 
didn’t know what to do and daddy wasn’t going to have a 
faggot in his house so... So | hurt you.” Stealing a quick 
glance, Brent shuddered. “Then the lie got easy for a couple 
of years. | just... Hell, | have no idea what to say.” 

They both remained quiet for some time. 

“Let’s take a walk.” Not allowing Brent to say no, Darnell 
opened his door and stepped out onto the wet grass. He 
took several steps and made it to a clearing that surrounded 
the lake. While the area was secluded, all the teenagers 
knew the hot spots. He tipped his head and gazed at the full 
moon as he remembered every moment of the night so 
damn clearly. If only they hadn’t been kids. Tonight was a 
powerful moment between them and while he knew what 
his heart wanted he remained unsure. 

“Do you forgive me?” Brent flanked his side. 

“There’s nothing to forgive.” Darnell smiled as he saw a 
twinkling star. Suddenly, it was as if all time turned back. 
Turning slowly, he wrapped his arms around Brent and 
pulled him tightly against his chest. “I wish we could have 
changed things but the past is the past. Remember?” 

Brent sighed and shook his head as he cupped Darnell’s 
face. “I loved you then and | never stopped. I’m so sorry.” 

Crushing Brent’s mouth, he held the back of Brent’s head 
as he pressed his tongue inside the man’s mouth. Their 
tongues entwining, they kiss became a passionate roar of 
the past and the present and more importantly, the future. 

It was Brent who broke the kiss and as he palmed 
Darnell’s shirt, he sighed. “I know you have to go back but | 
was wondering if we could stay in touch. Maybe when you 
get out we could see each other?” 


“I'd like nothing more than to try.” Swallowing hard, 
Darnell slid his hand down the length of Brent’s back and 
caressed his ass. “We still have two nights together.” 

“What do you have in mind?” 

“Hmmm... Let me show you.” Grinding his hips back and 
forth across Brent’s, his heart soared with a series of 
emotions. This was the man who he planned on spending a 
hell of a lot of time with. The thought giving him a chuckle, 
he guided them both down to the soft grass. The second 
time was going to be perfect. 
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As Darnell looked out the plane window, he thought about 
the last few months and smiled, but he was still unsure. He 
and Brent had talked and written letters and spent as much 
time on the Internet as they could. While everything was 
still up in the air, he was hoping a special someone was 
going to meet him at the airport. Their relationship needed 
work, there was no doubt, but Darnell thought maybe... 

“Ladies and gentlemen. We're descending to the Miami 
airport now and should be on the ground within five 
minutes. | hope you’re enjoyed your flight with us.” 

Closing his eyes, Darnell sighed and said a silent prayer. 
He’d only been able to leave a message on Brent’s machine. 
The decision had come down to a split second of choices. 
Old fears remained. As he sighed he prayed. And he was not 
a praying man. 

Minutes later Darnell walked off the plane hopeful, 
searching the perimeter as he swallowed hard. Brushing his 
hand through his hair, his heart raced. For five minutes he 
stood silently as every passenger got off and met people 
happy to see them. No one came to greet him. Finally 
resigned, he wiped a single tear from his eye and thought 
about simply enjoying a night on the town and then he’d 
head back to Macon. Janice had a job lined up for him at 
least. 


Darnell moved out of the passenger lounge and started 
down the hall toward baggage claim. 

“Hey sailor. Need a lift?” 

Hearing the husky voice gave Darnell more than just a 
thrill. “Depends on who’s asking.” As he turned slowly he 
dropped his bag and shook his head. 

Brent smiled slyly before closing the distance and 
wrapped his arms around Darnell. “God. I’ve missed you and 
| love you and | want to spend the rest of my life with you. Is 
that... is that okay?” 

The question somehow strangled, Darnell opened and 
closed his mouth. “Hell yes!” As he captured Brent’s mouth 
he could hear a group of men and women cheering and as 
the tears flowed he thanked God he was home and in the 
arms of the man he loved. 


The End 
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